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COME ON, NOW A A GREAT, BIG 
HOMBRE LIKE YOU MUSTN'T CRY.' 
WONDER WHERE 
YOUR FOLKS ARE ? 




JUST UP THE CANYON, 
TRYING TO MAKE 
PLAYMATE OF A 
RATTLESNAKE... HE'S 
MAD BECAUSE X 
STOPPED HIM. 




OH, SENOR.' YOU 
SAVED HEEM FROM 
A TERR-RRIBLE 
DEATH.' HEES 
FATHER AND 
MOTHER WEEL 
BE MOS'--HOW 
YOU SAY EET?-- 
THANKS- FULL. 




Ml NINC 1 PLAYING WITH A 

Ml CHIQUITCV RATTLESNAKE f 

WHERE WAS C ELSENOR ROGERS 

HE, JUANITA?\ SAVED HEEM... 




you silly a5v in- 
take you up on 
that and i'll have 

the rest of you 
stupid clowns 
Begging me to sell 
you my water. 




"AND THE LAST THAT THE MEN OF 
DRY GULCH SAW OF BASIL HYDE FOR 
TWO MONTHS WAS THE OUST OF 
HIS WAGON WHEELS." 



LATER, A RUMOR WENT 

AROUND THAT A NEW STREAM 

OF SWEET WATER WAS FLOWING 
OUT OF SKULL CANYON, INTO 

THE DESERT BEYOND. 





WHEN THEY CAME IN VIEW OF 
THE NEW LITTLE CREEK, THEY 
COULDN'T BELIEVE IT- WAS REAL.' 



"INSIDE SKULL CANYON THEY FOUND 
WOMAN HOEING A NEW GARDEN." 








OR ELSE TO PAY OUR TENTH WITH 
OUR LABOR. . . THE GREAT STONE 
SKULL BECAME A CASTLE, WITH 
ROOMS AND, WORKSHOPS ... 




' THERE'S THE SKULL CASTLE MESA **• 
JUST ACROSS THE CANYON.. . I AIM TO 
SEE EVERYTHING THAT GOES ON 
TONIGHT WITHOUT BEING CAUGHT. . 




Rising above the canyon's 
shadows, a full moon 
throws the stone skull 
into clear relief. 



WITHOUT WARNING 

THE THUD OF A BULLET 

THE DEATH-SCREAM OF A 
STRICKEN HORSE . 



AND FROM THE 
ENTRANCE COME 
THE SLOW HOOF- 
BEATS OF A 
WALKING HORSE. 




Then, slowly, he 
draws his rifle, 
from its boot. 




One of the beams 

holds steady on the 

dead horse.. . 



. . .THEN MOVES SLOWLY 
ALONG THE BASE 
OF THE CLIFF. 




YOU, SENORr AND 
DON ROY- -COME 
BEHIND THEESE 
ROCK, OUEECK f 





YOU WEEL GET NO ANSWERS 
TONIGHT.'" GO NOW, PLEASE, 

SESORES BEFORE ALL THREE 

OF YOU ARE DISCOVER'D.. . YOU 
CAN CLIMB OUT BY THEESE 
CRACK. 



THE GIRL IS 
RIGHT... COME 
ON, ROGERS r 



OKAY... BUT WE'LL 

BE BACK SOMETIME. 

OUANITA. TAKE CARE 

OF YOURSELF f 





HERE'S MY HORSE, MARSHAL 
CONING.. , HE'S USED TO CARRYING 
DOUBLE; SO I'LL BE GLAD TO 

TAKE YOU WHERE 
YOU WANT TO GO, 



. BUT IF YOU'VE GOT ANY PRESSING 
BUSINESS, I CAN MAKE OUT ALL RIGHT 
AFOOT. . I HAVE A HUNCH IT WAS MORE 
THAN COWPOKE CURIOSITY THAT TOOK " 

YOU BACK TO 

SKULL CANYON. ([ UMMM YOU'RE 




R06ERS, THIS LETTER JIBES WITH 
THE BUSINESS THAT BROUGHT ME 

TO DRY GULCH THE ALLEGED 

MURDER OF THE POSTMASTER. 
EOSON, AND THE DISAPPEARANCE 
OF HIS DAUGHTER. 




FOUR DAYS AGO. . 
POSTMASTER EDSON 
WAS FOUND DEAD. 
WITH NO SIGN OF 
VIOLENCE OR 
POISONING, ON THE 
FLOOR OF THE 
POST OFFICE . THE 
DOOR HAD BEEN 
BROKEN IN AND 
A NOTE IN 
CATHERINE EDSON'S 
HAND WAS PINNED 
TO THE BODY. . , 



HERE IT iSr IT SAYS* "BASIL 
HYDE IS MY FATHER'S MURDERER" 
NO ONE HAS SEEN THE GIRL c 
SINCE. , ^ 






AND THAT THE "BARON 

IS BACK OF IT IF 

HE DIDN'T DO IT 
HIMSELF. 



IT WIGHT HA\AE BEEN 

A POISON GAS WHICH 

WOULD EXPLAIN HOW 
POOR OLD NEIL AND 
NELLIE HARKER OIED 
IN THEIR SLEEP. . . 
JUST A WHIFF OF IT 
MADE JOHNNY SlCK.^ 




WHAT WAS THAT 
"LITTLE JOB" YOU 
TOLO DOC WE 
HAD TO DO, ROY ? 
I'D LIKE A LITTLE 
SHUT-EYE 



SO THIS IS WHAT YOU 
HAD IN MIND WHEN YOU 
PICKED UP THOSE EXTRA 
ROPES AT HARKER'S 
PLACE, ROGERS.-' 








WHEW.' A SEARCHLIGHT, W YES. .AND 
BIS ENOUGH FOR VlSSOH. OVER 

THE ARMY.' ^^^T ON THE 

™ OTHER SIDE 



WHY--UH — IT'S A 
SET_GUN._._. ELECTRICALLY 




HUTCHINS.*' COME TO THE 
LABORATORY. . . I HAVE 

A PAIR OF AH 

INTRUDERS TO DISPOSE 
OF. 



TLE EXPERIMENT WITH A 1 

DRUG I HAVE COMPOUNDED .TT 
" —THE BLUE BEAKER 
NOW, HUTCHINS^/— 





PEPE AND ROSA MORO ARE \ 

OLD FRIENDS... THEY RISKED 1 

.THEIR LIVES TO INTRODUCE / 

2 ME AS "JUANITA" . . ^S 


I KNEW BECAUSE \ AND HUTCH1NS ^ 

THE AFTERNOON /COLLECTED HYDE'S ■ 
BEFORE FATHER / MAIL LATER THAT 

WAS KILLED. NEIL l SAME DAY BUT 

HARKER CAME \ THE- D.A'S LETTER 
IN WITH TWO \ HAD TO WAIT FOR 
LETTERS. :. ONE 1 THE NEXT MORNING'S 

WAS TO HYDE 1 MAIL TRAIN? ^am 

AND ONE WAS K-% RIGHT? 


^YQU MUST HAVE BEEN V, 
^M SURE OF HYDE'S GUILT, TO 
1SS& TAKE THIS RISK YOURSELF, 
^_ KAY EDSON. ^^_ 




A SECOND BULLET 
SMASHES THE 
WEIRD FIGURE'S 
GAS MASK. 



HIS OWN LUNGS 
ACHING FOR AIR, 
ROY GRABS THE 
SLUMPING FORM. 



DOGGONE IT, HUTCHINS YOUR BULLET 

KILLED HYDE.' CAN'T YOU LEAVE WELL 
ENOUGH ALONE " 




6REAT LAWMEN 
OF THE OLD WE$T 



LT LEE HALL 




"No! No! You can't see him!" the 
doctor's wife pleaded frantically. "Dr. 
Brazell Is sick-^-dying. You'll be the- 
end of him if you go in — " 

'That's what we aim to be- — and to 
do," on armed intruder growled. 

They pushed Mrs. Brazell aside, 
these big men, with bandanas masking 
their features. They pulled the Doctor, 
too ill to resist, out of his bed and out 
of his house. They took his three boys, 
too. 

Half-crazed With grief and fear, the 
wife and mother tried to stop them. 

*^Vhat has my husband ever done 
to you but good?" she cried, "He never 
took sides In this wicked Taylor-Sutton 
feud. He dressed your wounds and 
tended your sick, men and women. He 
brought your babies into the world. 
And you're going to murder him. And 
my children, too! But you can't do it! 
You won't dare face God's judgment 
with their blood on your souls!" 

"You're wastin' breath,' ma'am," 
one of the raiders said hoarsely. "We 
don't dare do anything else. Doc 
knows too much about us!" 

One of the younger boys sobbed as 
the night-black woods swallowed the 



party. For some moments there was no 
other sound than the crackle of dead 
twigs underfoot. Then yells and gun- 
shots ripped through the darkness. 

In the morning, horrified neighbors 
picked up the bodies of Dr. Philip 
Brazell and his eldest son. The others 
had gotten away. 

(twos the climax to more than thirty 
murders within the past seven years, 
caused by the deadly Taylor-Sutton 
feud. DeWitt County, Texas, was a 
battleground, where groups of armed 
riders numbering as many as 75 rode 
and raided- More than two dozen 
murder indictments were on record — 
with local lawmen powerless to enforce 
them! 

But the'staying of Dr. Brazell and his 
son was more than even wild and woolly 
Texas of that day could tolerate. Judge 
Pleasants, a fearless and honorable 
magistrate, called on the Government 
for a company of Rangers. And the 
Rangers arrived, under command of 
Lieutenant Lee Hall. 

Hall and Judge Pleasants went into 
conference at once. When they had 
gathered sufficient evidence, they pre- 
sented it to o grand jury. The jury 




found indictments naming seven men 
involved in the murder of the Brazells. 

Lieutenant Lee Hall learned that 
one of the indicted men. Deputy Sheriff 
Sitterlie, was to be married, following 
on all night dance at the bride's home. 
A hundred or more men and won -in, of 
the Sutton party would be there, in- 
cluding all the accused. 

Hall could not match the number of 
fighting men who would be at that 
dance. But after all, Texas Rangers 
never counted much on numbers. The 
lieutenant thought twenty-five would 
be a posse large enough to handle ony 
trouble. Far more heavily, Jhe counted 
on his own persuasive powers to pre- 
vent a gun fight. 

Reaching the ranch house at night. 
Hall's posse threw a tight ring of 
weapons around it. Then the lieutenant 
stepped up on the porch. 

"Who's there?" a man asked curtly, 
from the shadows. 

'The Rangers," replied Hall, equally 
curt. "Who ore you?" 

"You're talking to the marshal of 
Cuera, Ranger. The name is Meador. 
What's your business, and why in 
thunder did you pick a* wedding night 
to show up?" 



The lieutenant told him, adding that 
two dozen men with guns had ringed 
the place. 

"I'm arresting you, Meador, and 
half a dozen more," he said — and 
entered the house. 

An angry hullaballoo broke out from 
the male guests when Hall stated his 
errand. Some went for their weapons 
— only to remember that gunplay 
would hit women and children, too. 

"Take them out of here," the 
lieutenant shouted. "Then we'll shoot 

it out Get ready, boys!" he added 

to his men outside. 

Marshal Meador, frightened now, 
tried to stall. The lieutenant turned on 
him. Sharp as the crack of a whip were 
his words: "Hand me your gun!" 

Meador was already half-licked. He 
obeyed, almost humbly. A few mo- 
ments later, the Rongers had collected 
all of the lethal hardware in the house. 
And their prisoners! 

But now came on interruption. The 
bride herself begged a favor of the law 
Out of respftt to her wedding night, 
would the lieutenant let the party con- 
tinue, under guard? 

There spoke the gallant spirit of 
Texas women, in the face of tragedy 
No tears! "Let the dance go On!" And 
in the some tradition of chivalry, the 
Texas Ranger nodded agreement to 
her request. 

In the morning he took her bride- 
groom, Joe Sitterlie, and the six other 
wanted men away to face trial. 

Judge Pleasants, at the risk of his 
life, denied bail to the accused. In a 
courtroom jammed to its doors with 
fighting men of both Sutton and Taylor 
parties, he took sole responsibility 1 for 
calling the Rangers in. 

Lieutenant Hall and his men were 
there to protect him only a few hours 
When they had gone with their pris- 
oners to Galveston, most people ex-' 
pected the judge to be murdered. But 
none of the threats made against him 
came to anything. 

The Rangers hod enforced the- law. 
The back of the Taylor-Sutton feud 
was broken. 




-TOAAAAV &W SOMETHING THKT 

STOPPED HIAAJN HIS TRACKS.-. HE 
TOLD WHITE WIND "TO UE DOWN AND 
S7AV ~ 





mwk 



"SO TOfLMJCi PICKED I ■ 

the 5ight op the dead poe 

"mape him. wap all os/er.... 
because some pot-hunter 
hap Shot iTAnp left most 




"TOViiWV MADE UP HiS 
.*ai^D THEN AND ThEKE 
ThAThEQOL"~" 

SHI!** 



HE CALLED WHITE W;N? AND MAPE THE 6/6 WOLF 
hOu.SjP UNPEKSTAND THAT THE fWNN WA6T0 BE 
PROTECTED. 




'5C^E DOGS TAKE NATUfcALLV TO NOUNS AND HELP- 
'-^THINGS.... WHITEWIND CAUGHT ON RIGHT A- 
WW TO HOW TUiN tf--^ .«?rrioD 



"TOU-ttY CARKiEDTHE YOUNGSTER STEAtC 
HOAAE TO DENNIS COV'S RANCK WHERE HI 
WAS UVING^NVAPlNGTViBOUGHTHE MAUF-i 
;iKTOSWSTJU«. 




^cAKLt aED LAUGHING WATChiNG TOaAaAY 
TRY TO MANAGE EASY AND BOTTLE ALL 
AT ONCE. 




■ WHEN THE FAWN GOT OLPER IT WAS FUN FOB e*ER-(- 
SOPY TO WATCH HIM. AMP WHITE WiS,P Pi AS TO- 
GETHER . 




ANP, COME MiGHT THEY BEDPED POWW ON THE PQGCH™ 
NO WOLF EVER. PAREP COME WE Aft SnOuGH TO BOTH- 
ER SuCKY THB PlANMATE OF WHITE WIN P. 



'ALONG IN JULY ANOTHER SABY CAME TO THE COY ".„.an; ; SO I x£C-CC\i 

■ SHE WAS THE MOST Pip WHITE WiNP 1 
AONPEKRJL LiTTlE THING IN the woclp... 




"ANP WHENEVER BftB'i 

■SUE WAS IN) IT, BUCiO 

THE PEER HAD'TOpi-Aw 

0,1 HIM6ELF! 




"ONiV 0\CE u.O whiTE W.s.l> ^E6£f5T THE 
CHILD...ABPEEEZS FBaUJWE HILLS HAP 

BROUGHT MIMTUE ^'S^EVE? ■3A4AAH' 
OF BUCtCV. 




that call meant trouSle ! 

WHITE WIND SAILED ACfcOSS 
THS PORCH AKip FIFTEEN 
r£ET OF POORYAKD IN - 
CVE JuUP. 



"suae/ slatted again. ..ther,e was a big, old 

LOAFER, WOLF, NOT TEW JUMPS BEHIND HiAA, ANP 
GAINING EVER.V SECOND. 





'BUT WHITE WIND WASH 

making BETree riwej- 

STlLI — NOTSTDPPlWM 

to go around ann ■ 
Bunch of chaparral 
he could go over.. » 



'....AND THS FISMT THAT FOLLOWED WA^TCO 
PASTffOE AWV HUMAN E^TD FOLLOW 
CLOSE ! SLASH, GMAP, TWIST ANPTtJKN.-. 




'-..WITH WHITS WINPTHE LIGHTER, ANP 
OUlCKEfC ON MIS FEET... ONE AFTER 
ANOTHER; HE CRlPPLEP THE WOLF'S- 
HIND LEGS 



'AFTER TMATTHE LOAFER 
HAP ALL HE COULD PO TO 
STAN ALIVE. 




'BEFOKE &JCtCi THE MULE DEER WAS THftSt 
^EARS OLD, TOMWV FRAVNE HAP TEAMED MHA 
"OCARRV A RIDER. TOUUM WAS 'JSHf 3l/"^ 




'IT WAS THE NIGHT THW BASV SUE GOT THE 
CRCUP....SHE WAS CHOKING FOC BKEATH. ANP 
NOTHING SEGUED TO HELP. 




'hedidntgetfak: THE£E wasthin ice 

CWEGi THE CREEK , AND iTCUT HIS HO£SE : S 
-EGS....THEOTHSF2 WAN TO TOWN WAS 
-W!CS AS FAR, 



"ThEN TOWiW CAWE UP WIT 
THE ANSWER ....THE ICE 
WOULD HOLD UP BUCKV 
THE DEER! 




°>S P?C_EVAWS iGOTWe 'I'LL GIVE TOU 50U£ ftEPClNg ID TAKE BSOtQuOC " 
SU?PfflSepPHtSLiFE, PC. . ...,C. ASQU'OtASAHORSg 




'AS A MATTER OP FSCT, THEV BOTH D|p„ AND, 
THATMEDiOt^E S 




r WISH I WASTCMAUV FRANNE„..WI1W > 
A REAL BUCK. DEER TO RIDE.— AND A 
.WOLF HOUND. LIKE WHITE WIND i 
NEAH-.rSUREPOl 





Boy Rogers, appearing in "My [ 



^4- 




